I will be your villain 
by Tayani 


Category: Durarara ! ! /af iaf ¥af©af©af© ! ! 

Genre: Drama, Hurt-Comfort 
Language: English 

Characters: Izaya 0., Shinra K., Shizuo H. 

Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-07 19:29:48 
Updated: 2016-04-14 13:44:19 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 22:18:48 
Rating: K 
Chapters : 3 
Words : 6,391 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Every hero needs a villain, Shizu-chan. Without them, they 
are just a weird anomaly. Monsters. But Shizu-chan ' s no monster. He's 
a hero. My hero. People just can't see it; they only see you as a 
beast, and refuse you the love and adoration you crave and deserve. 

So all I have to do is make them see. Don't worry, Shizu-chan. I will 
be your villain. 


1 . Chapter 1 

_A1 1 your life, all you were taken for was a monster. _ 

_The strength you hate._ 

_The temper you cannot control. _ 

_The chaos you evoke. _ 

_It all made you - and everyone around you - think of yourself as a 
mindless beast. _ 

_None of these idiots knew. You didn't know it yourself; but 
**_did, **_watched you, always watched, and I saw you were not 

a monster. No, quite the contrary. You would care, you would cry over 
the destruction you caused, you would jump to aid of anyone who 
needed help, you would let rain fall over you so that someone else 
could have a shelter. _ 

_You ' re no monster. _ 

_Every hero needs a villain, Shizu-chan. Without them, they are just 
a weird anomaly. _ 

**_Monsters_ **_•_ 

_But Shizu-chan 's no monster. He's a hero. _**_My_ **_hero. People 



just can't see it; they only see you as a beast, and refuse you the 
love and adoration you crave and deserve. _ 

_So all I have to do is _**__make them_ **_see._ 

_Don't worry, Shizu-chan. I will become your villain. _ 

_I will make everyone hate me; will hurt everyone in my way, or even 
away from it; I will make the whole world despise me, and most of all 
you - and then, you will fight me and defeat me, and everyone will be 
grateful to you._ 

_Don't worry, Shizu-chan. _ 

_I will do anything to make you happy. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Shin juku, April 2015<em> 

"Is everything ready?" 

Izaya looked from his computer screen at the little gathering in 
front of his desk. He was doing it again; losing focus, letting his 
thoughts wander. Now, he couldn't have that. If it becomes a common 
occurrence, he will end up losing clients, along with what little 
faith his few followers still had in him. 

Ah, maybe _followers _wasn't the right words. More like _leeches _, 
wanting to suck something out for themselves from his shady business. 
But, alas, these kinds of friends were the only friends a villain 
could have. 

He smirked his usual smirk and replied with fake hurt in his 
voice . 

"Don't you trust my skills, Midorikawa-san? Everything is ready for 
the - ha - _transfer _. The .^merchandise _you requested information 
on is ready for you to pick up on the site you agreed on with my 
othera€ | _clients _. Now, if you would kindly give me my salarya€ | 
thank you very much." 

The suitcase placed before the raven-haired informant was pleasantly 
heavy as he turned and opened it, skimming his elegant fingers over 
neat rows of banknotes. He then closed the suitcase once again with a 
satisfying _click _and smiled brightly at the man before 
him. 

"Everything in order, Midorikawa-san. Thank you very much for your 
patronage . " 

Ten minutes after the man left along with two gorilla-like 
bodyguards, Izaya sighed and leaned back on his chair, rubbing his 
temples gently. The only other man in the room, a young, bespectacled 
man with white lab coat on, looked at him and frowned. 

"...I normally don't care what you do, Izaya-kun, but don't you think 
human trafficking is a bit of a stretch? I don't personally mind, but 
Celty seems to hate ita€ i " 



A soft laugh from the informant interrupted him. 

"Now, Shinra, don't be like that. All I did was buying and selling 
information; see, this gentleman here sold me a bit of an info that a 
foreign girl or two would be needed at a certain place at a certain 
date. Another client bought this information from me, and then I sold 
the information of the other client to the first one." 

"And got a whole lot of money from it." 

"What can I say. Humans seem to love paying me to talk." 

"I know quite a few who would pay you to stop talking." 

"You're so mean, Shinra. Besides, you can tell your precious Celty 
not to worry, and not to run for rescue. I'm on it, too." 

How many years has it been, Izaya thought. How many years, spent 
being either holed up in this unnecessarily spacious apartment or 
running around, making deal after deal with the most despicable 
people to set foot in Ikebukuro and beyond. Day after day, filled 
with seeding hate, spreading gossip, slipping a bit of an information 
here and there, letting it all boil and rot in its own stench, and 
then throwing a lit match in the middle of it all, watch it burn. 

It was never him who hurt and destroyed; but it was always his doing, 
and everyone knew it. When the dust from the fight went down, and 
everyone was laying, bleeding, on the floor, in the background, 
hidden in the shadows, you could see Orihara Izaya laughing and 
pulling by the strings. He was the quiet puppeteer of the city, never 
personally involved, but always _there _, always _helping _his little 
humans and dancing on the top of all the chaos he caused. 

Everyone hated him, but everyone needed him to hate each other, too; 
and so the informant prevailed, always meddling, always playing his 
games with no winner other than himself. 

Izaya sighed, and rubbed his forehead tiredly. He had pretty much 
enough by now - but he couldn't stop now. He needed just one more 
chaos, one more _war _for his plan to finally work. If he gives up 
now, his whole hard work will end up being in vain. 

"What do you mean? You aren't really someone to just go off saving 
people for nothing." Shinra said from his seat on the couch, tilting 
his head at the raven. Izaya smiled, and straightened his fingers, 
opening a black site with a singular logo in the middle, and punching 
in a password. 

"Of course not; saving people is not for a _villain _like me. It ' s a 
_hero ' s __job. Did you know, Shinra? This new group forming in 
Ikebukuro... Dollars... they recruited a new member recently. And he 
seems to like using it to find and help people like our two little 
ladies in distress..." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Ikebukuro, April 2006<em> 

Sakura petals were falling everywhere like snowflakes. 



Izaya looked around as he entered the - quiet yet - schoolyard of 
what will for the next three years be his high school. He wasn't 
particularly thrilled - Raijin Academy was high-standard and promised 
good education, but it wasn't very different from countless other 
high schools he passed every day while commuting in Tokyo. There was 
just nothing really interesting here for the raven-haired boy. 

Not even his fellow students to observe and kill some time while 
doing so. 

Granted, Izaya has come to school about an hour early. It was his 
sisters' fault; they put it in their little heads that they are 
personally responsible for their big brother to wake up on time for 
the first day of high school, and so they woke him up at 4 o'clock in 
the morning, jumping into his bed and tickling him until he woke up 
and, very grumpily, got up to make breakfast for all three of 
them. 

Their parents were, of course, away on business trip, so it wasn't 
like he had any chance in pacifying his two little sisters in any 
other way than to comply. 

And so, here he was, standing in the middle of an empty courtyard. 

His school year didn't really seem to be starting off the best it 
could . 

Izaya made his way quietly to the cloakroom and changed his shoes for 
slippers, and then walked aimlessly through the corridors, checking 
out where all the places of interest were - the classes, the 
bathrooms, the cafeteria, library, stairs leading to the open roofa€ | 
A few teachers noticed him, and judging by some of the reactions, his 
_incident _from middle school, when he claimed to stab Shinra, has 
been known, and his name familiar. 

It wasn't like he cared much. For now, he wasn't going to cause much 
trouble _here so their fear and awareness won't be of any use for 
now . 

By the time the raven-haired boy was done walking around the school, 
other students begun to gather. First to spot him was Shinra - of 
course, the loud, annoying boy just _had to _land in the same school 
as he did; which was a pity, considering that now Izaya had to listen 
to Shinra' s everlasting love for Celty. 

He really pitied her, whoever the girl was. 

But one thing actually _good _about Shinra was that he kept you 
company and rambled without really caring whether you listened or 
not. And so Izaya could stand by the big window on the second floor 
of the building and watch people come in, see their uniforms, so 
different from his middle school one, see their faces, expressions, 
how they behaved. See their fear, their nervousness, their 
anticipation and excitement, see smiles as they noticed their friends 
and grimaces when they noticed someone they didn't like. A crowd of 
students about to start a new school year in their first year of high 
school was colourful and _fascinating _, and the raven-haired boy 
could feel excitement filling his veins as he looked down at it. 

And thena€ | then he spotted __him _. 



Out of all the black- and brown-haired people, there was one person 
standing out. With his hair dyed blond, tall, his uniform somewhat 
disheveled even though it was just the first daya€ i this guy tugged 
people's eyes to himself, and so he did Izaya's own. 

And then, out of the countless people he looked at that went on, 
unaware they were being observed, this guy stood still and then 
looked up, looking him straight in the eye. 

Izaya didn't anticipate that; and the sudden look made a shiver of 
excitement run down his spine, like an electric shock. His eyes 
widened softly, his lips stretched in a smirk at the sight of the 
blond ' s glare . 

_More _. He wanted to know more about this guy. 

"...Shinra?" He interrupted his - out of no better word to use here - 
friend's ramblings and tugged him towards the window, gesturing at 
the blond currently making his way to the cloakroom. 

"Do you know that guy?" 

"Hm? Isn't that Shizuo-kun? Yeah, I went to primary school with 
him." 


" . . ._ Shizuo-kun _?" 

"Mhm, Shizuo, Heiwajima Shizuo. Though, he's anything but _quiet _or 
_peaceful _a€ i " 

And then, Izaya said something that will, in perspective, change his 
whole life; the one, little sentence, that he will, years later, 
point out as the one that destroyed - and remade - his whole 
world . 

"...can you tell me about him?" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Chatroom, April 2015<em> 

a€" **There is nobody in the chatroom a€"** 

a€" **Tsugaru logged in a€"** 

**a€" Psyche logged in a€"** 

**Psyche: **Hello~~ Ah, is it only you here, Tsugaru-san? 
**Tsugaru: **yo psyche 

**Psyche: * *Tsugaru-san is never answering my questions 

( ; A ; ) 

**Tsugaru:** you can see its just me here cant you 

**Psyche:** uuuuuuuuh 

* *Psyche : 
day? 


**Anyway, how is Tsugaru-san today? Did you have a nice 



**Psyche:** . . . Tsugaru-san? 

**Psyche : * *heeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeey 
**Tsugaru: **sorry i had to do something 
**Tsugaru: **i had an alright day how about you psyche 
**Psyche:** Ah, I've been busy today! 

**Tsugaru:** thats right youre working hard arent you 

**Tsugaru:** you almost always say youre at work when we 
talk 

**Psyche: **Because I work from home, Tsugaru-san (w) 

**Psyche: **Anyway, anyway! That reminds me! I was looking over the 
dashboard today, and there were reeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeally scary news 
here today, you know? 

**Tsugaru: **whatnews? 

**Psyche:** Wow, Tsugaru-san used a question mark! 

**Tsugaru: **psyche 

**Psyche:** Fine, fine. So, apparently there were some strange 
kidnappings in Ikebukuro yesterday and today! And someone saw some 
people inviting foreign girls to some strange van! But they walked in 
on their own, so I don't know how much of this is true, 
apparent lya€ | 

**Tsugaru:** huh foreign girls? 

**Psyche:** Mhm! And someone saw this van in front of the old 
apartment building by Yamanote-sen ! You know, the one with Toyota 
advertisement on, the empty one. Maybe someone should call the police 
therea€ | 

**Psyche: **What do you think, Tsugaru-san? 

**Psyche: **Exciting, isn't it? 

**Psyche: **Tsugaru-san? 

**Psyche: **Tsugaru..? 

**a€" Tsugaru logged out a€"** 

**Psyche: **Aha€| of course. 
a€" **Psyche logged out a€"** 

**a€" There is nobody in the chatroom a€"** 

**a€" There is nobody in the chatroom a€"** 

**a€" There is nobody in the chatroom a€"** 



2 . Chapter 2 


**Chapter 2** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Shin juku, April 2015<em> 

_"You're playing a dangerous game, Izaya-kun."_ 

Two hours later, Izaya was walking down the streets of Shinjuku in 
the direction of the station, his slim silhouette wrapped tightly in 
his warm, fur-trimmed coat. It was just the beginning of April, and 
the warm wind blew with the salty, ocean tang from the direction of 
Tokyo Bay. It was fresh, revitalizing, even in this corporate centre 
of the city. The raven smiled lightly as he felt the breeze tousle 
his hair. 

Sun was shining bright, and he has been, once again, reminded of the 
daya€ | how many years ago? Eight? Or was it nine already? No matter - 
the day he met Heiwajima Shizuo for the first time. It was warm and 
sunny back then, too; sakura petals were falling all around, like a 
snow. Izaya smiled to himself lightly and shook his head before 
making his lips twist into a smirk. 

He really was losing focus recently. 

The raven skipped all the way into the train, not too crowded now, 
once the morning rush hours ended and the afternoon ones haven't 
started yet. It was mostly quiet; even Izaya didn't pick up his phone 
in the train, turning it to silent; and only when he arrived at 
Ikebukuro did he pull out his phone once more and make a few more 
calls. Just as he had planned, Shizuo appeared where he shouldn't, 
and not really as he planned, one of the girls ended up with broken 
arm as a result. The raven sighed and rubbed his temples. 

_You ' re not making it easier for me Shizu-chan. Behave already 


Still, the main point was that Shizuo saved the two girls, more or 
less - a broken arm was a much better fate, after all, than being 
kidnapped and experimented on. And though Izaya knew Shizuo probably 
escaped from the place as soon as the ambulance and police appeared 
and the girls were safe, rumors will spread. 

He will personally help them to. 

It has become a routine by now, even if it happened about once, maybe 
twice each month. Suddenly, Shizuo Heiwajima would appear on site of 
one of Izaya 's darker businesses taking place and interrupt, and then 
vanish before anyone could notice him; only to appear in Ikebukuro - 
and once, Shinjuku - a bit later and have a refreshing chase after 
the informant himself, yelling at him, accusing him of what he had 
just put an end to. 

And today, it was human trafficking, no less. Shizuo will be _pissed 



The raven felt himself sigh, and blinked a few times after realising 
he actually did that. Now, this wasn't like him at all. Was he 
feeling tired? Noa€ | it wasn't exactly it. Izaya frowned, and stopped 
in his tracks, his thoughts running as he found a sudden - and 
unnerving - shift in his thoughts which he could not understand. And 
Izaya was all about understanding people; this didn't feel good at 
all. 

Was he really tired of executing his years-long plan? Or was it 
something else? Was it the kind of reluctance that appeared near the 
completion of one's long-time goal? Or was it - finally - certain 
reluctance preceding something Izaya himself had to consider a 
_possibilitya€ | _preceding _death _? 

Of course, he _was _afraid of dying. Playing cat and mouse with 
Shizuo always brought with itself the risk that he will not be quick 
or swift enough, and that will result in his own death, but knowing 
_that _was just an adrenaline shoot. Because he knew Shizuo will 
never win, not until his plan was ready. Soa€ | was he starting to 
fear the moment when _he _, Izaya, will have to be defeated? 

The raven frowned, and chewed his lip. This wouldn't be good, if that 
was the case. He needed a clear mind, needed to be alert and ready 
even for that to happen if it would turn out to be the only way to 
achieve his goal. Shizuo already hated him with his whole heart; 

Izaya couldn't respond to that by doing anything half-heartedly, 
could he now. 

"Get a grip, Izaya-kun." he muttered to himself, before smirking 
without much happiness in it when he heard a sudden, so familiar 
voice behind himself, ducking before his eyes even registered a 
segment of metal lockers flying right towards his 
head . 

"I-ZA-YA-KUNa€ | " 

Izaya turned around and, with even wider smirk, pulled out his knife, 
not paying attention to the people desperately trying to get out of 
his way - and out of the way of the quickly-approaching, blond 
bartender . 

"Shizu-chan . " He purred, and waved his knife almost effortlessly. 
"Shall we dance?" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Ikebukuro, April 2006<em> 

Izaya managed not to fall asleep on mathematics lesson and considered 
this an achievement. 

One week in, and he wondered if it wasn't a good idea to just skip 
first half of the school year. The curriculum went on terribly 
slowly, and what was even worse, most his classmates seemed to have 
troubles coping even with this speed, so there was no chance the 
teacher would go faster for just his sake. Izaya knew he was smart, 
but it still sometimes surprised him how slow other people could 
think, or how they couldn't understand the easiest things that were 
crystal-clear to him from the moment he saw them. It wasn't like it 
was something new, but he _did _hope high school will be at least a 



_bit _more demanding. 

And so there he was, listening to the teacher with one ear and 
looking out of the window as his classmates struggled with problems 
he solved about half an hour ago. At the beginning, the teacher made 
the mistake of calling him out for not paying attention to class, but 
upon realising Izaya has already done everything, and done it 
perfectly, now left the boy alone, focusing on his less bright 
students . 

Suddenly, a patch of blond hair on the soccer field behind the school 
caught his eye, and Izaya stopped paying attention to the class 
altogether. Yes, there he was; the blond guy, Heiwajima Shizuo, 
running in what he noticed were the tiniest bit too small and rather 
old gym clothes. His uniform was also worn out, wasn't it? Shinra 
didn't tell him if Shizuo's family was well off or not, but it seemed 
they weren't quite rich enough to let their son have new school 
clothing every year. Izaya, after all, kept his own uniform from 
middle school just because it was much more expensive, and of better 
quality than these of Raijin academy. Most students here came to 
Raijin high school from Raijin 's middle school, as the two were 
joined, so it wasn't that strange some of them kept the old, middle 
school uniforms, even if they were a bit worn out. 

He smiled lightly, a rare, genuine smile, when he noticed Shizuo 
easily outrun all of his classmates. There wasn't much technique to 
his running, but he was quite fast - Izaya decided that they could 
have quite a thrilling game of tag together, what with the blond's 
raw speed and Izaya' s skill in parkour. 

And once the blond finished the line, the raven's eyes widened 
slightly, and his smile brightened into an excited smirk once more. 
Because Shizuo lost the grin he wore when the teacher congratulated 
him, and frowned, looking up in his direction. Their eyes met, and 
Izaya couldn't help a shiver running down his spine. 

Just what kind of person was this guy? Being able to sense someone 
looking at him like thata€ | he really was interesting. 

Of course, by now, Izaya had all kinds of information on Shizuo. From 
Shinra, he found out about the blond's abnormal strength; from 
eavesdropping on some girls from Shizuo's neighbourhood, he learnt 
the blond was actually very sweet and kind, even if intimidating. 

From another eavesdropping, this time on some delinquents behind the 
school, he learnt how it happened that Shizuo dyed his hair, and what 
was the meaning of the uncommon colour. From all that, he deduced a 
picture of a guy with special ability, but scared of himself, and 
keeping everyone at a distance not to hurt them. Quite the opposite 
of himself, huha€ | 

"Orihara-kun, please pay attention. I asked you two times 
already . " 

The raven's head whipped back to look at the teacher, and he 
apologised in a slightly bored tone, before giving a perfect answer 
to the question previously asked. And then, Izaya turned his eyes 
back to the windowa€ | but the blond boy in slightly too short for him 
gym clothes was already gone, off to cloakroom. Izaya bit his lip, 
and rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 



No, it was still not enougha€ | he wanted to know more of Shizuo 
Heiwajima. He wanted to know much, much more. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><em>Chatroom, April 2015<em> 

a€" **There is nobody in the chatroom a€"** 

a€" **Psyche logged in a€"** 

**a€" Tsugaru logged in a€"** 

**Tsugaru: **yo psyche 
**Psyche: **Hello, Tsugaru-san! 

**Psyche:** How are you today? 

**Tsugaru:** im okay now 
**Psyche:** Oh? Did something happen? 

**Tsugaru: **well there is this guy i kinda dont like 
**Tsugaru: **we met up today by accident 

**Tsugaru: **tho i think he just appeared to piss me off 
**Tsugaru: **anyway we ended up having a fight 

**Tsugaru: **and i actually managed to land a hit on him so it wasnt 
a bad day 

**Psyche: **Eh, Tsugaru-san ' s scary! ( ( (a* X D 'a* 1 ; ) ) ) 

**Tsugaru: **no no no it wasnt like that! 

**Tsugaru: **i mean 

**Tsugaru: **i didnt get into the fight on purpose 
**Tsugaru: **and nobody really got hurt 

**Tsugaru: **it really wasnt anything scary i promise! 

**Psyche:** Haha, it's okay. I know Tsugaru-san ' s too nice to really 
be scary ( A w A ) 

**Tsugaru:** ...thanks 

**Tsugaru:** hey psyche are you alright? 

**Psyche: **Hm? Yes, I'm okay, why? 

**Tsugaru: **well you write kinda slow today 

**Tsugaru: **normally you write like three lines while i write 
one 



**Tsugaru: **and that while using big letters and emoji and 
whatnot 

**Psyche:** Wow, Tsugaru-san's really smart! Or maybe you're paying 
this much attention to me? Aw, aw, is Tsugaru-san secretly in love 
with me?! Aw, Tsugaru-san, please stop or I'll blush 
(nE~vE"a€f ) A -1 

**Tsugaru: **psyche come on 
**Tsugaru: **youre evading the question 
**Tsugaru: **are you sure youre okay? 

**Psyche:** I'm alright. Really. I just caught a little cold 
yesterday, that's why I'm probably writing slowly. 

**Tsugaru:** you sure? 

**Psyche:** Sure. Promise. Tsugaru-san is really cute for worrying, 
though . 

**Tsugaru: **...imnot 
**Tsugaru: **cute 

**Psyche: **Awwwww, Tsugaru-san really is, though. Hey, hey, 
Tsugaru-san, you know? Tsugaru-san is my bestest friend, even though 
we only know each other in here. 


**Psyche:** ...you know? 


* *Psyche : 

**. . .Tsugaru-san? 


* *Tsugaru : 

**sorry you just surprised 

me 

* *Tsugaru : 

**um 


* *Tsugaru : 

**thank you 


* *Tsugaru : 

**you really made me happy 


* *Tsugaru : 

**like really 


* *Tsugaru : 

**youre a great friend to me too 

* *Tsugaru : 

**now log out and go sleep 

ok 

* *Tsugaru : 

**take care of yourself 


* *Psyche : 

**Okay, Tsugaru-san. 


* *Psyche : 

**Talk to you tomorrow. 


* *Tsugaru : 

**yeah 



a€" **Psyche logged out a€"** 
**a€" Tsugaru logged out a€"** 


psyche 



* * a€ " 

There 

is 

nobody 

in 

the 

chatroom 

a€ " * * 

* * a€ " 

There 

is 

nobody 

in 

the 

chatroom 

a€ " * * 

* * a€ " 

There 

is 

nobody 

in 

the 

chatroom 

a€ " * * 


3 . Chapter 3 
**Chapter 3** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Ikebukuro, April 2015<em> 

"_Shall we dance?_" 

A snarl - sound more fitting of a beast than human - escaped the 
blond man in front of Izaya in response. They regarded each other for 
a minute - Shizuo's face filled with anger and hatred, Izaya' s with 
mockery, eyes flickering tauntingly as he looked at the blond. They 
stood still, but in strangely dynamic poses - Izaya with his knife 
outstretched, light on his legs, ready to move with his nimble grace, 
and Shizuo looking as if he was holding back the sheer, wild desire 
to kill, to destroy. 

Which he, coincidentally, did. 

Soon, their moment of stillness, of assessing each other broke; the 
quiet turned into a wild, raging storm. Both of them went at each 
other at the same time, skipping and dodging, looking for opening, or 
just simply swinging at the other with blind rage. A sound of torn 
material; Shizuo's white shirt falling apart, buttons ricocheting 
everywhere; the blond's enraged roar, and Izaya 's elated laughter as 
he, once again, evaded a hit. 

He was too quick; had to be, as his speed was the only thing that 
saved him in this duel. Even one of Shizuo's punches would do much, 
much more harm than his own slashes, and they both knew it. So Izaya 
didn't get hit; nimble on his feet like a dancer indeed, he skipped 
around Shizuo, playing with him mercilessly. 

"Come on, Shizu-chan! That was an important column, you know; you 
can't go around destroying infrastructure!" he taunted when one more 
hit, instead of on him, fell on a tiled column supporting the 
underground's ceiling. Shizuo only growled in reply. 

"Then stand still, you flea, and let me beat your ass." 

"I refuse- Shizu-chan, you're so, so scary. I don't like you when you 
stop thinking and start being violent. Behave yourself." 

"Shut the fuck up! It's your damn fault in the first place!" 

Izaya laughed mockingly once more, and jumped back, giving the blond 
an over-the-top bow and dodging another punch with one more 
chuckle . 


"Why thank you! It's good to see you finally appreciate my input." he 
giggled, and slashed rather half-heartedly at Shizuo, before jumping 



run 


back once more and, with a sing-song "_Catch me if you can~!_" 
off, out of the underground and into the streets of Ikebukuro. 

And of course, because he always did, Shizuo followed after him, 
screaming his name, along with a string of curses. Izaya chuckled to 
himself as he parkoured his way through the suddenly-empty streets - 
nobody wanted to be in their way, after all - as a rather strange 
thought entered his mind, and refused to get out. 

_If things were how they should be, I would be hearing him scream 
this name oh, so dif f erent lya€ | _ 

Izaya shook his head, feeling sudden colour run to his face. No. No, 
no, no, we are not going there, focus, come on, _focus_a€ | 

Too late. 

What had to be a vending machine was suddenly there, and though Izaya 
dodged it in the last minute, sheer power with which Shizuo threw it 
made him stumble; right into the path of a konbini trashcan, hitting 
him on the side with a sickening crack in his arm. Izaya gasped in 
pain and fell down, rolling over and back on his feet immediately, 
and turning to face the panting, enraged blond that came nearer and 
nearer to him by the second. Shizuo seemed to be quite happy with 
himself, grinning widely, in a rather terrifying way, as he slowed 
down to a walk, dragging a traffic sign behind himself - he must have 
uprooted it just after throwing the double load of the trashcan and 
the vending machine. Izaya assessed the damage. He couldn't really 
feel pain, the adrenaline pumping in his veins helping in that 
regard, but his left arm was hanging limply, obviously broken, 
possibly in more than one place. He will have troubles both with 
speed and balance like that; and it was still too soon for Shizuo to 
kill him. If he does kill him now, he will only be a murderer. 

So Izaya managed another smirk, before turning on his heel and 
running, trying his best not to slow down until they found their way 
once again into the labyrinth of alleyways they had their first 
fight, first chase in. Shizuo wasn't _always__ stupid, and Izaya 
already used this place to get him hit by a truck twice, but he knew 
that, if he jumped into the road just as the traffic starts, and 
doesn't get hit and killed in the process, he will manage to lose 
Shizuo and get back home. 

Hopefully in one piece. 

And yes, here it was; the crossing by Sunshine 60, Izaya' s incredible 
luck - the light was just turning to green for the cars, one leap, 
without a moment's hesitation, and a long like eternity moment of 
being uncertain whether he will survive or not; squeel of breaks and 
someone trying to stop their car even though Izaya was already 
rolling and standing up, on the other side of the street, and 
sprinting away from the scene, hearing no footsteps behind 
himself . 

Shizuo, being Shizuo - Shizuo, seeing other people getting in big 
trouble because of Izaya - stopped his chase for the day. And helped 
in a little accident that ensued from the raven jumping onto the 
street like that, splitting the joined cars by hand, better than any 
fireman with tons of special tools would. 



Izaya didn't see that; Izaya, dusty, exhausted and finally in pain, 
called for Celty to pick him up on another street, fast, so that 
Shizuo won't be able to smell him out again. And, as she came, and he 
has been informed in an angry writing what an idiot he was, and that 
she isn't taking him for free, and that he should be grateful Shooter 
doesn't kick him as he mounts. Finally, after a long reprimand, he 
has been taken to Shinra, and patched up - and then sent home, with 
head slightly dizzy from pain, physical strain and painkillers the 
underground doctor offered. 

And all this time, one, persistent thought floated around his mind, 
making him feel every bad emotion with thrice the intensity. 

_It would have been so, so much easier if I wasn't in love with 
hima€ | _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Ikebukuro, May 2006<em> 

Izaya 's birthday were never a big event; his parents were usually 
absent, and on good years, sent him some lavish gift he never used 
afterwards and which arrived about two weeks late, and a note with 
_happy birthday_ printed out on it. On bad years, they would say, 
somewhere around July, when they came visit for a short while - 
_didn't you have birthday somehow recently?_ and throw him an 
absent-minded _oh, is that so?_ when he corrected them. 

His sisters didn't care much, either. They would wake him up early in 
the morning, give him hugs and some terrible, self-painted paintings 
of him, usually reminding him of these few embarrassing moments in 
his life. Still, he appreciated it, and always thanked them. He 
usually didn't need to do any chores or cooking on his birthday, and 
got himself something nice, along with some good ootoro from a place 
he always bought it from and knew it would be delicious. 

But, well. That was it. And so, his birthday passed as they always 
did, and nobody seemed to notice Orihara Izaya was now officially 
sixteen . 

Days passed, with him skipping most of the boring classes, his grades 
perfect as ever. Lots and lots of books were read, mostly on 
psychology, as he found himself quite interested in the topic. Shinra 
was teased, the blond, interesting boy called Heiwajima Shizuo 
observed relentlessly. 

Nothing changed. 

The breakthrough came unexpectedly, just like the heavy rain that 
fell from the sky that day. Izaya had his umbrella on him, because 
only an idiot didn't check the weather forecast before getting out of 
the house, but unlike many of his classmates, he _did_ believe it, 
even if the morning was sunny and cloudless. It was much later in the 
afternoon when the raven left the classroom - history wasn't half as 
bad as mathematics was, after all, so he didn't feel the need to skip 
it. And the moment he left the cloakroom, he entered a large crowd of 
his fellow students, all of which looked gloomily outside, waiting 
for the downpour to stop. Izaya snickered, and pushed through them, 
opening his own umbrella and stepping into the rain. 



Because most of the students were currently huddling together in the 
school, the yard was mostly empty. Izaya walked without even having 
to be careful not to bump into anyone, feeling quite well, somehow 
the thought he was leaving everyone behind and being looked at with 
envy for not forgetting his umbrella left his spirits high. And then 
he saw it . 

Just outside the entrance, there was a carton box. Soft, tiny mewls 
could be heard from it; obviously a cat, though why would someone 
bring their unwanted kitten to the school gates instead of to the 
park on the back of Sunshine 60, where most homeless cats lived and 
did well for themselves, was beyond him. But what pulled Izaya' s 
attention towards the box was not its contents, so to speak; it was 
the fact that someone left their umbrella, fixed sturdily so it won't 
get blown away, just over the box so that the kitten won't get 
wet . 


The umbrella was the simplest kind, translucent, with little, blue 
piece of ribbon tied on the handle to distinguish it; and on the 
handle, it also had a name written in rather terribly shaky 
hiragana . 

_Shizuo_ 


Izaya was still for a long while. He crouched to take a look at the 
umbrella, and now flinched when he felt something unexpectedly warm 
and rough touch his hand. The kitten moved to stick its little face 
from the box, and licked his finger. Izaya quickly looked around if 
nobody can see him, and then smiled. 


"Hello there, little one. Aha€ | Now I see why they didn't leave you 
by Sunshine 60. You wouldn't survive there without one paw, would 
you? How did you lose it, little one? Or maybe you were born without 
it?" 


The kitten mewled. It had light fur, with white patches all around, 
and light-brown eyes. Izaya hummed. 

"...let's get you out of this rain." 

As he walked towards home, the kitten snuggled comfortably under his 
jacket, Izaya couldn't help but smile, passing a certain blond boy in 
a drenched uniform of Raijin Academy, hair so wet they were dripping 
with raindrops. The blond himself glared at the rain as if it 
personally offended him. 

_Don't glare at the sky like that, Shizu-chan. We both know perfectly 
well you had an umbrella and just just gave it away, so you're all 
wet thanks to yourself only._ 

Izaya giggled to himself and hurried home, the disabled kitten 
purring happily right by his heart; and warming the area up 
considerably, just as the thought of the silly blond who gave up his 
umbrella for a little cat did warm it from the inside. 

Orihara Izaya didn't know it yet; but it was then, that he had, for 
the first time, started to fall in love. 



><p><em>Chatroom, April 2015<em> 
a€" **There is nobody in the chatroom a€" ** 
a€" **Tsugaru logged in a€" ** 
a€" **Psyche logged in a€" ** 

**Tsugaru: **yo psyche 
**Psyche: **Hello, Tsugaru-san! 

**Tsugaru:** how are you today feeling better? 

**Psyche:** Yes, a bit. I'm still typing a bit slowly 
though . 

**Tsugaru: **its okay i dont mind waiting fora reply 
**Tsugaru: **so what were you doing today 

**Tsugaru: **i had a nice day a bit too much work but it wasnt 

annoying 

**Psyche: **ksaneffn;a 
**Tsugaru: **? 

**Tsugaru: **psyche? 

**Psyche:** I'm sorry, my cat decided he really needs to run right 
over my keyboard. 

**Psyche:** He says he's sorry, too. 

**Psyche: **Forgive us. 

**Tsugaru: **hahaha its fine 

**Tsugaru: **didnt know u had a cat 

**Tsugaru: **its a he right whats his name 

**Psyche:** Well he technically is a family cat, but I take care of 
him now. He's been with us since I was in high school. He's an old 
cat now, but still very cuddly. 

**Psyche:** His name is Teke . Well, Teke-Teke, my sister named him. I 
know it's a stupid name. 

**Tsugaru:** ...like the demon? 

**Psyche: **0h, Tsugaru-san knows the story! Yes, she named him like 
that because he doesn't have one paw. 

**Tsugaru: **oh thats kinda sad 

**Tsugaru: **i once saw a kitten that didnt have a paw 
too 



**Tsugaru: **when i was in high school 


**Tsugaru: **i wanted to take him in but i couldnt because we cant 
have pets in the apartment i live in 

**Psyche:** Awwwww Tsugaru-san is so cute. I can imagine Tsugaru-san 
as the kind of guy who would stand over the box with puppies and 
kittens and look down at them, and hold an umbrella over 
them . 

**Psyche: **You know, like a shoujou manga hero. 

**Psyche:** And the main heroine would be watching you from afar and 
sighing, her young, pure heart struck with sudden 
feelings . 

**Psyche: * * "Tsugaru-senpaia€ | !" 

**Tsugaru : ** . . . 

**Psyche:** And, the two of you will be passing each other all the 
time - and when you finally realise her feelings for her cool senpai, 
it will be just before graduation, and your pure teenage hearts will 
need to cope with the pain of separation! Ah, all the 
feels ! 

**Tsugaru:** psyche are you drunk 

**Psyche:** Mean, Tsugaru-san. I am only telling you about your 
youth . 

**Tsugaru: **that was definitely not my youth 

**Psyche: **Awwwww, Tsugaru-san, really, no reason to be shy. I bet 
you had lots and lots of girls sighing to you from afar. 

**Psyche:** ...ooooh, unless Tsugaru-san likes boys more? 

**Psyche: **...such drama! Tsugaru-san is the heartthrob of all the 
girls in the school, but he really only wishes to be with the cute 
boy from the class opposite of him, the one who could never 
understand his feelingsa€| 

a€" **Tsugaru logged out a€" ** 

**Psyche: **Awww, no fair. Does that mean I was right? 

**Psyche: **af 3 4 (asa§a~ lass i ) a, z 
a€" **Psyche logged out a€" ** 


a€" 

**There 

is 

nobody 

in 

the 

chatroom 

a€ " * * 

a€" 

**There 

is 

nobody 

in 

the 

chatroom 

a€" ** 

a€" 

**There 

is 

nobody 

in 

the 

chatroom 

a€" ** 


End 
f ile . 



